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to have taken, but I found them too dear for me/'
Here the paper is torn and we can only make out the
words: 44I have * * * of my evenings there/' Does
he mean that being unable to lodge with them he
was spending his evenings at their housed And was
that house the house in which Annette was livings'
And if such is the case, is it the house in the Rue
du Poirier where lived ML Andr<f Augustin Dufour,
greffier du tribunal of the Orleans district, who with
his wife was to assist Annette in her ordeals'

Mere conjectures these, to which we are driven
by the lack of authentic details* The letter to his
brother Richard, in which Wordsworth gives us
these few details, is cheerful* We feel that he is
enjoying the novelty of the place* Everything pleases
him; even the surrounding country, which no doubt
seems very flat to the hill-born youth, but abounds
"in agreeable walks, especially by the side of the
Loire, which is a very magnificent river/'

He realises that his French is not at all up to the
mark, yet he does not intend to engage a teacher of
the language* He has no intention of going to that
expense* Had he, so soon, found Annette willing to
give him free conversation lessons*'

The young lady whose life was to be linked with
his own, Marie Anne (or Annette) Vallon, was born
at Blois on 22nd June, 1766* She was the sixth and
last child of Jean Leonard, surnarned Vallon, a
surgeon, and of Frangoise Yvon, his wife* The
father belonged to a family which, by its own tradi-
tion, traced itself back to Scotland, and in which the
surgical profession was hereditary* One of Annette's
brothers, writing to the Board of the Hdtel-Dieu of
Blois, stated that his great-grandfather, grandfather he had, above all,
